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LITERARY EXAMINER.

The Light in the Windew.

PY CHARLEY MACKAY, LL.D.

Ltz or early home returning,
l. the i or th. rain .
I beheld that lonely candle
Shining from his window -pane.
Ever oer his tatierad curtain,
Nightly looking, I conld scan,
Avye indiling,
“’rlun‘—-wrlting,
The pale re of a man;
Still discern behind him fall
The ssme shadow on the wall.

Far h?oul the murky midnight,

By dim burning of my oil, -
Filling aye his n{id leatlets,

1 have watched him at his toil;
Watched his broad and seamy forehoad,

Watchod his white industrious hand,
i oo

ng;

Watohed Mo to understand
What impelled it—gold, or fame—
Bread, or bubble of a name.

Of 1"ve asked, debating vainly
In the silence of my mind,
What the services e rendered
To his country or his kind;
Whether tonss of ancient music,
Or the souad of modern gong,
Wisdom boly,
Humors torry‘
Sermon, essay, novel, song,
Or philosophy sablime,
F the measure of his lime.

Of the mighty world of London,
He was portion unto me,
Portion of my life's expetience,
Fused into my memory
Twilight saw him at his folios,
Morning saw his fingers run,
Laboring ever,
Wearying never
Of the task he had begun:
Placid and content he sremed,
Like a man that toiled and droawmed

No one sought him, ne one knew him,
U ndistinguished was his name;
Never himd hiis praise boen utiersd
By the oracles of [ame.
Scanty fare and decent ralment,
Hamble lodging, aud a fire—
These he sought for,
These he wrought for,
Aud he gained his meck desire;
Teaching men by written word—
Clinging to a hope deferred.

So be lived. At last I missed him;
Sull might evening twilight fall,
But no taper Ht his lattice—
Lay no shadow on his wall.
la the winter of his seasons,
lu the widnight of hus day,
*Mid his wriling,
And inditing,
Desth had beckoned him away,
Ere the seatence he had planoed
Found completion at his hand,

Bat this man so old and nameliess
Lioft behind him projects large,
Schames of progress undeveloped,
Worthy of a nation's charge;
Noble actions uncompleted,
Germs of beauly imumatured,
tinly needing
hindly fooding
To have Aourwhed and endurad
Meet raward in golden store
To have lived for evermore

W ho shall tell what schemes mmestic
Perish in the active brain’
What humanily is rebbed of,
Ne'er to be restored again’
What we lose, because we honor
Clvermuach the mighty dead,
A nd dispinit
Liviag merit,
Heaping scorn upon its head’
s perchance, whes kionder grown,
Leaving it to die—alone’

o —————
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Of which the reader may believe just as
moch as he chooses—though for my part |
believe it all.  Not its were outside garb—
the drapery in which we pen arists enfold
our model.truths, which we may arrange ex-
actly as we please—but the deep world.
wide verity ol buman [leeling that lies be-
neath, and is eternaliy the same.

The man whose lil'o'..t'pi:ir_uir | purpose
here to enfold, was one whom you might
have mel any day in a London street, park,
or omaibus, snd not have known that he
was different from other men. Perhaps,
reader, when you peruse this episode you
will be sstonished that | thus take from its
hero every romantic accessory that could
throw & halo arcund him, and reconcile in
a degree the strange mingling of real and
ideal which overshadows him. | might
have clothed him in a2 Roman toga, instead
of plain brosdcloth. | might have placed
his existence in the dark ages where myste-
ries sbounded. Bat, no!—life is as troe,
as earnest; as fall of wild romance and
deep spirituality in these so.called matter.
of fact days as in those upon which we look
back through the all-hallo #ing shadows of
the pest. Is not the inward life of every
one a mystery’—The poet whom you meet
looking just like any other man—veady to
dine, to talk about the weather or the state
of Europe; yet the next day, when in your
solitude you glauce over his silent page—
the inner depths of whose heart, mingling
with yours, lift yoor soul into communion
with the lofinite. The artist with whom
you may shianke hands and interchange ordi.
nary chat, aud anon, looking at whose
work, you become transported into the glo-
rious ideal world which his genius has cre-
ated, in which “the shadowy people of the
realm of dream” grow visible. Are not
these things mysterious: —aye, as deep and
strange as were ever dealt in by necroman-
cers of old’

Therelore et the reader not start at the
contrast which musy jar against his sense of
the supernatural when | take for iny hero »
man of this age in every respect. His name
is—no, he shall bave a feigned name; the
same as the mournful mother-queen Mar.
:f ve 10 her new.born babe at Dam.

Tristau. 1t suits well,—for this man
was one most sorrowful. Let him, then
be Tristan.

He was a man weighed down by cares:
what these were it is needless here to relste.
You may meet as | have said, his likeness
many a time in London streets; and in the
faded dress, the heavy listless gait,—the eye
which never seeks the sky but always the
ground,—as il there alone were rest—you
wny recognize a brother to whom life has
been full of thorns, Oh, be thankful and
vejoice il your baod has planted none for
bum or for his fellows’

Tristan walked along in the soft suuny
light of & June evening:—a time most joy.
ous in country lanes and fields, but in Lon.
don bringing only sadness. He
through the dull close West. End streeis—|
where the heated air was never stirred by
one lresh evening breeze, and not a shade of
the sunset was visible snve one faint

tune River. It

to him in this muws inquiry—which, look
whete he would, be coold not escape.
There was not a lady who went whistling
past, not a milliner gitl tripping lightly
with her burden, that did not seem in this
man's disordered fancy 0 be an accusing

spirit, knowing his and twmenting
hIiJm with it. I}Fo dmm went a long

way round——and reached the bridge just
when the sun had set. He tried to

upon it as he saw other le do, watch-
ing the cockney-Waltonians who
their harmless swusement in the twilight.
His eyes rested on  each tiny float: and his
wandering thoughts followed the line down,
down, 10 the deep bed of the river. ‘What
was there’

He could not answer that —He hardly
tried. All that he felt was, that it must be
a place of stillness, and coldness, and si-
lence —he sought nothiug more, Even the
blueness which the still bright sky cast
within it was panful, he wanted it dark—
all dark. He could not enter the portals
of that home while a ray of light rested on
them~.while one worldly sound broke above
them. There was yet near him a murmur
of boyish talk and laughter, and a robin
sang in one of the distant trees. Ile would
wait—wait until night and its stars should
be the ouly witnesses of the great change.
Tristan sat down under the parapet of
the bridge. A man passed by, and looked
at him seeming to wonder what he was do-
ing there. So he took out of his pocket a
biscuit and pretended w0 eat. Then a wo-
man crossed, leading a sickly child—who
gazed wistlully at the food. Tristan gave
his morsel to the famished boy.

‘Now the world owes me more than it
would fain bestow—a crust of bread!’
thought he: and he felt a savage pride in the
reflection.

Colder and darker came con the night,—
and Tristan waited still. A dreaminess, a
wrpor seemed to cramp his energies, ma-
king them unequal even to that last effort
of all. A mist was over his eyes; yet still
hie saw through its gathering folds the dark
waving ghostly trees—the stars overhead
and the calm rippling waves below.

As, uncertain still, he seemed to lean
over the parapet, he felt it give way. A
shudder—an unconscious and vain effort to
spring back—and the waters had drawn
him in. The terrible refuge whick he sought
had of iwsell opened its doors (o receive
hini—and there was no retreat!

Asin dreams we sometimes feel ourselves
plunging deeper and deeper into an abyss
which we know to be fathomless and yet
experience 0o terror, no pain—3So Tristan
sank. lle scemed o feel the cool dark
waters above him, around him, folding him

would have been a terrible pang; but it felt
only like the loosening of a burthen—the
pul.l;llg off of a robe. Ile would not be
lieve in the reality of the immortal change.

Tristan felt himsell rising up—up to the
surface of the river. A faint idui
him that it was always so with the drown-
ing, whom the wave tauntingly casts forth
once or twice,—giving a chance of life be.
fore it swallows them in forever. He might
have one more z‘-igi;.‘. of the real world, be.
fore entering inw the land of shadows, on
whose verge he stood.  He could not recon.
cile to himself the truth that he had already
possed thiough the eternal gate—for he had
yet powers of thought and sense.  He heard
the murmur of the little waves—and saw
the stars shining through the waters.

He reached the surface—he resolved to
make one struggle and rise himsell from
that dark abyss. Buat there was no need.
As easily as a winged thought, Tristan felt
himsell disengaged from the waters and
floating shove them with the lightness of &
bisd. Then he knew that the mysterious
change had indeed passed over him—that
he was no longer a living man, but a spirit.
And there, wafied powerlessly to and fro
by the eddies of the river with a motion that
awfully simulated life, lay the thing which
tind been Tristan! The soul shuddered as
it looked upon that dead form:—it knew
then what was the guilt of Murder. Aye,
though this had been its own mortal dwel-
ling place which it had destroyed, or wish.
ed 1o destioy, still it was murder! How
dared he to darken with that terrible glazed
stare the orhs into which but three hours
ago beloved and most loving eyes had look-
ed, seeing there a reflected image—knowing
well that as that image dwelt in kis eyes so
it dwelt in his heart, and blest that knowl.
edge’—to cast among the dark weeds the
bright bair where her fingers had a right to
stray.—the lips which hers had a right to
press’ Oh!' it was a sin, a deadly sin; and
he—ithe spint of the dead Tristan—felt it
to be so, now. Parted from its mortality—
from that chain whicl: by the might of the
senses had dragged it down from all higher
impulses,—the soul knew wherein it had
erred. Y et something of the selfishness of
its earthly nature encumbered it still.

‘It was a bitter and a heartless world to
me!" thought he—for the spirit of Tristan
was Tristan still;—*1 ever sought for good
therein, and fouad none. My friends tempt.
ed me with kindness, and lefi me (o starve;
my very flesh and blood set their faces
against me; | doubted Love itself~—and had
I not cause’ Add now, what soul is there
living that thinks of the one this night throst
into the dark land of nothingnesss! Would
| knew.

And with that desire came the knowledge
of all the power that is possessed by a dis.
embodied spirit.  The shadow floated on
the wings of the night over the sleeping
city; and found itsell at the entrance of a
house to which Tristan had crept not twelve
hours before—a blot of insignificant misery
on its threshold—a butt for the underlings’
ill concealed scorn.  So deemed he then—
and a rejoicing pride thrilled throngh the
spirit now, as, defying all human power,
all bars of pomp and ceremony; he
into the innermost chamber.  The man he
sought sat there, with his wife by his side.

't’rismn had never seen that face but
when its lines wers made harsh by the
sure of worldly cares, He could hardly
believe it was the same that now wore a
pleasant, kindly smile—or that the voice
which now chatted about lively domestic
nothings was the very tone that sounded so
cautions and severe a the array of
ledgers and cheque books in a little dark
office. Yet there they were; the cold man
of business and his fashionable wife, look-

among the duzluﬁ lendors of that Juxo-
of domestic Jove.
The lady was
Ounly before we go to
who came a5 we

out to din-
a fellow—

i | could, for

: perhaps
i (et

in an embrace which he knew was that of
death—and yet the part of soul and
body brought no agony. He thought it

waunted

ing contented, home-like, affectionnte—talk-

ing together afier the day was doneé. E.QEI‘-.
'tbglemul-:? '

laking out her watch—My | the

glittered in the sunlight, like s bencon;— |dear, | think we have mmwb@m

» Mesawit; | to-night. bed I just

most threateningl

he had.'
“Poor fellow!

ward?’

was & good man,
rather

voice,

Th the still
dered, itsell as imEIchbla.

the same scenes w

watchman’s hea
the

footfall

vement,
When the men came
and asked what she was doi

tone was hardly so rough as
day-time.

divided it between us.”

lnsl

reviled the world; str
nor watted meekly for t
surely come at last.

Tnstan’s
the very world which he
ness contemied,

ferings, it was still a blessed

neat, suburban dwelling,

porting words of strife.

more.
ter
your head.’

der the moorlit

The

came from his lips.

again. Ha, ha

mured,

‘Father,
must tnke care
we are brothers, as you say.
only live a little

me. Ah"

bed, and awoke in terror,

has come in yet. [His tem
ed by this time. Hollo, T

Pres- | opening the room door.
was no answer—so he went to see.
A strange fear oppressed that once cold-
chamber.
The threat which he had scorned as idle
waming from
hmu. He wembled and sat down on
the bed.

hearted man as he saw the
words, rang in his ear like a

harm. Yet he was
I wish 1

ys sober

The man

room, but in brother’s

for bim. | could sooner hear the street

breath—until he could rest no

\Vhat did he come for?”

of worldly uaffic broke the holy 3

back into the shadow; but he

late—he had shrunk from his des
s coward—while this lonely forsaken one
lived patient'y on, enduring to the end.
irit yearned repentantly over
had in his bitter-
It was of God'screating,
and the smile of divinity rested on it yet.
With all its harshness, its coldness, its suf.

Tristan

But young Tristan spoke so fiercely—al.
it vexed me; and
[ 1ld him he had better not call
til he could weat with civility the best friend

he was in want,’

‘But you will do something for him, Ed-

«Certainly, 1y love. | intended to speak
to Hill & Venables next week, about & va.
cancy they have in their office.
there w.morrow, Poor Tristan!
1 should be sorry for any
bharm to come to the boy,—though be is

Sell'-convicl:i:; ristan lhl:::gued heat ken-
ing to the last of compassionate
- Then, with a thrill of remorse that
ran like an arrow of conscience through his
iritual frame, he fled away.
t that made
long shadows in the streets the spirit wan-
It floated over
Tristan’s mortal feet
had taversed: —but now, no jarring sounds
giet. A
along
Vhen he had gone by, @
woman with a child crawled to the same
door-steps and crouched down.
past again, she cropt
perceived her
there, The
used in the

‘| have not been drinking,—indeed, Sir,
I have not,” was the faint answer; *but I've
hed no food to-day except a biscuit that s
wn gentleman in the Park gave my boy.
e

‘Poor soul!” said the watchman, searching
in his pocket; here is hall a loaf and some
cheese. | can do without my breakfast once
in a way. Only do'nt lie there any lo
good woman; for there’ll be somebody e
passing soon, and il ie'nt far to the station-
house.

“iod reward you, Sir,’ said the woman.
“The world is much better than
I have always found it so. Eat, little John.
ny, and be patient. It is not long till morn-

I2 15 not long till morning! Oh! what
a deep lesson of endurance was in those
words of the poor desolate wanderer. And
he—the spirit who now with his o
eyes and ears listened—had in his liﬁelime
ed in its darkness,
dawn that would
He who, though )
had never wanted a meal—who, lhop?.l.;h
wretched, had found in his wreichedness
the blessed balm of love—who, though
friendless, had never been altogether deso-

ir like

world.

On, on, over myriads of human spirits
that the bosom of the nighistilled city en-
falded, did the spirit of Tristan pssserest.
ing with none until he came to a small,
When last he
crossed its threshold, it had been with wild
anger in his heart and a curse on his lips.
From that tareshold seemed yet w0 ring the

‘Brother ’l'rl';ll_lrm. lEhlve been careful and
jou & spendthrift. Every man L 10
Ihink of himseif ﬁnt;—ygu were ::n.?hm
@ fool to do that. I shall not belp you any

You may stop here one night more,
and then you must turn out and work in the
street—ot starve there, il you like it bet.

And the tevrible answer had beéas, ‘No,
but | will die, and bring Cain’s curse upon

Could it be that the very roses which
now slept their still and fragramt
poich had ever heen shaken
by the breath of such words as these!
spiric of Tristan stood in his broth-
;_f" E:ambu:l—aalf jmtifyi?g even now,
or the man as peacelully as thou
his mother’s m.plhld m \n,'ulun a ﬁllwh
yards of him in the little closet from which
he used to call when, boy-like, they talked
together hall the long summer night,
had no thought of that dark,
mass, floating beneath the stars,
But a little while, and the sleeper L
His breathing grew thick, and his forehead’s
veins were knotted, while incoherent words

“Tristan; you are a dolt: 1 always was
master-—I always will be: there be a good
lad; don’t resist, and I'll play with yoo

~And the almost boyish laughter showed
how many years that world-worn man had
re-traversed in his dream; Again he mur-

ina tone:
il m him. Tristan
himsell. Well, well,

i i)mufuhet.
lo“sul will treat
him much better, | will indeed! Now
father, be content, I promise—

1 do
ise! Tristan give me your hand.—It an'm
And the sleeping man leaped out of his

“What a fool I have been,’ he muttered,
u::dni.nlydtriu::n l::-m himself that
he merely eaming. ‘But it is
passed | only because that stupi

“I hope the silly boy has done himself no | touches chords, reaches de
passionate and | which lie beyond other i
not said what en

Tristan! | wish he would come home’,

I will go
His father

e

ple say;

ned

un-

He
weed.tangled

stirred

put me in
such a passion. By-the-bye, I wonder il he
must be cool-

, called he,

morrow, for | was busy (and you know |wan, where is thy brother? )
Emma, how thllmutuos poor William- |  When the daylight came the spirit of the
soun's cy had occupied me all day). | drowned man hovered over that man s he

hurried out with a face as white as death.
Those shadowy arms would fain have en.
circled his neck, that air-voice would have
whi ‘Brother, my brother! let us for-
ive one another:” but it was to late.
i)ell.hhnd in between them, and

somewhat of the freshness and peuce of
night lingered still. It was in an upper
chamber in the darkest of these streets which
desolate poverty seems to baunt like & spec-
tre, that the spirit of Tristem rested.

Its sole occupant was a young woman.
You could not call her & girl, for the fresh-
ness of girlhood no longer tinted the thin,
worn cheek; nor had the outside show of
fine-ladyism replaced the pure womanliness
of her face and mien. She had thrown her-
sell on the bed, all dressed as she wes, after
what seemed to have been a long vigil; for
the faint glimmer of the expiring candle
yet struggled with the encroaching light of
morping.

*And she, too, can sleep——mchhn sound,
peaceful, happy sleep?” si the spirit.
‘Even now, there is ilil) her ﬁ::t 00 memory
of Tristan!’

It was not so; for on a little table lay the
letter to write which she had sat up hall the
night—a night when every hour was so pre.
cious to one who toiled all day in the weary
life of a governess.

‘Why did you leave me in such anger’
ran this mute record of vain tenderness.
‘Tristan—my heart’s joy—my only com-
fort in this world—how could you say 1
loved you not! Must I tell you over and
over again for how many, many years my
whole soul was filled with you; how that
from gitlhood to womanhood | have lived
but to make myself worthy of you—lived
through change and hopelessness and world-
sorrows, still keeping my heart pure and

strong with the sinple thought that | might
one day be your wife, .:l':ghyu, when you

| dare not answer to the cry of your despair
you say | never loved you! What are your

us marry, and then die.” And when | an-

love but cold contempt.
I scorned you because you were poor!

name, still | will wait.

youth and health and mind.

You caunot fail—you shall not fail!

er.

of Maud.'

airy frame of the spirit.

darkness, to the region of the dead.

Il was broken?

light of dawn.

soul from the doom of a suicide,
Tristan went home,

clamation of joy, ran forward and stop-
‘Where have you been, young scape.

grace! I was a fool 10 make mysell so uon.
comfortable about you.’

in the thin lips.
Both had learnt Life’s lesson in one night.

In the evening light Maud's arms were
round Tristan’s neck, and her tears were

falling on his bosom.

come over him.

walking with his wife in the same’
told her of that marvellous dream,

ed not one word. But while with a shud-

der that she could not repress, she crept

er.
Pm'{.ifo is full of mysteries!” she murmured.

From “PFestus.”

‘We women have lour seasons, like the year,
Our spring s in our hghtsowmne girlish days,
‘When the heart laughs within us for sheer joy;
Ere yet we know what love is, or the ill
Of being loved by those whom we love not,
Swnmer is when we love and are beloved,
And seems short; from its very splendor seems
To pass the quickest; crowned with flowers it

fhes,
Autumn, whensome young thing withtiny hand,
And rosy cheeks, and flossy tendrilled locks,
fioes wantoning about usday and night,
And winter is when those we love have perished;
For theheart ioes then.  And the next spring
Is in another world.

“What sagles are we still
In matters which belong to othef men'
What bestles in our own.— Chapman.

Dr. (hanning on Muslc.

1 am no musician and | want a good ear,
and yet | am conscious of a power in mu-
sic which 1 want words 1o describe. It
in the soul

I imes giv

think. *Yet I don’t thi . 250 of this : W
wanted © know shout that poorfyoung man | Besid h“‘“ﬁmkhhdlﬁium‘,hm mmglw

will do them more good than much of the
mdndkmk@mma

the morning breeze lhnumaau!_{
I could heardly make out; for he stopped | shook the casement seemed lo cry ou}l.ol:imr
me in the hall, and | told hmhmah-!&ethomol’Mhmﬂﬁwo.wmmk‘w“hm.mwdw

ask me to take that blessed name, because

words! ‘Maud, the world and fate are
against our union. Let us thwart them: let

swered to that wild daring of misery with
words of patience, you took the denial
they implied as springing not from prudent
Tristan, you said
But
[ will not think more of that bitterness,
which was wrung only from your despair.
Listen to me my dearest! 1 we are so poor
that we must wait until the time of grey
hairs before we can have one home and one
I would rather
work until old age, and live and die your
betrothed, than wed the richest man in Eng.
land. Aund you, Tristan, take courage!
Life is never hopeless to those who have
1 will watch
you rise, step by step, in the world-—my
love shall cheer you and give you atreng\tin.
amy
own! my husband that will be! you do not
know how sirong love is—how much it can
endure and be conqgueror at lnst. Come to
e to-morrow, and let us forgive one anoth-
I know that I am very dear to you:—
but, Tristan, you are all in all to the heant

An agony of despuiring love, more terri-
ble than human heart could feel or human
tongue describe, appeared to convulse the
lis term of wan-
dering over, it felt dragged down, down,
down, through storms and lighming and
A cry
of fearful anguish burst from it—and the
All had been a dream!

Tristan awoke, and found himsell lying
under the parapet of the bridge in the misty

Humbled w0 the meekness of childhood
did that pride-tempted man rain his tears in
the dust, and bless the sleep, with its strange
dream.peopled mystery which had saved his

Under the rose-
porch stood his brother; who uttered an ex

But Tristan felt, and returned, the hand’s
warm clasp, and saw there was a quivering
Peace and forbearance
healed all strile between the brothers, now.

But in bis joy there was a solemnity—a
quietude which showed that a change had

Many years after, when he chanced 10 be
spot, he

= Maud, in ber holy woman'’s faith, doubt.

closer o her husband, her eyes were up-
lifled and her lips moved in a thankful

| friend, burns the

The Queen-Bee.

What tine has he to make love, excepling | TRANSLATED BV JOIN EDWARD TATLOR,
FROM THE GEERMAX OF GRIMM.
cross, as all tavern-cooks are; and be bas -— :
far t0o many spoons 1o look afier, w think | Two king's sons once went out into the
of incressing his responsibilities with a|world to seek adventures; but they soon
family of children. " fell into a wild and riotous life, and never
He is always “Coming! coming!” but|came home again. Afier a time the young.
rather, like the auctioneer, be is always “Go- | et son, who was
ing ! going ! gone ! for he no sooner jerks | out 10 look for his brothess; bat wi
out “Coming ' than be bols out of the|found them, they only laughed at

i tha

his
It i) thinki tuchnimlgfnmn be could
“Bob,” or “Charles.” The Waiter never | fight his way in the world, whilst they who

the oarriege. e winged soul threaded the groy ‘o
‘[ never t of that. Dear me! I |ows of early dawn as swiftly as the yet un- hunnunmw.‘lleuku'hflc%.nhw Mth'a mnmcmmu not ::d
wish now that I had waited s minute. But |awaked sunbeams. The first stirrings of | he can, off the sideboard, or a md‘m However they all wavelled on a0
he has a brother well off in the world, | life had already disturbed the quiet of the | passage. lfhwvwrh-yh-,hulm | at length came 10 an anchill.  The two
who would kecp him from poverty.’ great city, but in its iest recesses|ner at all. He a his plate 10|dest brothers wanted to dig it up, to see

steal o mouthful, when [fifiy shouts of | how the litle ants would run about in their
«Waitar ' call him away. Of many con. fright, and casry off their eggs, But Dumm-
tending cries, he attends to that of “Money' | jing said, “Let the litle creatures alone; |
first. | will not bave you disturh them.” Then
The Model Waiter never seys . He is | hey went further, and come to a lake,
quite editorial, and always says We—as, | ;o0n which there were many, many ducks
“We're very full at present, Sir. We bad | yyimming about, The two brothers wish-
two hundred dinners yesterday, Sir, and|.d o catch u couple and roast them; but
three hundred and thirty-five suppers.  We| Dugumling again said, “Leave the poor
consume one hundred and sixty.uine rab. things in peace; I will not let you kill
bits regularly every night, Sir.” He puts| e ” At length they came t0 a bee's
a *Sir’ on o every thing, and an odd pen- | yeqt in which there was so much honey
ny, if the same comes to an exact ‘h'u“’!r that it san down the side of the tree. The
“Chop! yes, Sir, sixpence. Potawoes’| o brothers would have set fire to the tree,
yes, E'"s tuppence. r! exactly Sir, | and killed the bees, so that they might take
wppence ; and Bread ! yes, Sir, makes ten- | sway the honey ; but Duminling again siop-
pence; and wppence makes thirteenpence— | yod them and said, “Leave the poor bees
precisely one and u penny, Sir."” His fa-|in ; 1 will not bave you burn them."
vorite word is mice.” He recommends “ﬁ en the three brothers come to a castle,
nice chop with a nice glass of half.and-hal;” | and in the stables they saw many horses;
or he says, “You'll find that a nice glass | hut all were of stone. No one was to be
of port, Sir;” or, “It’s the nicest breast | seen, and they went on and on through all
he ever saw.” e cen unravel the myste- | he rooms, until they came to a door at the
vies of Bradshaw, without wining ovel | furthest end, upon which hung three locks.
every one of the tables two or three times; | [ the middle of the door was a little wick-
and he knows all the playbills of the even-| o through which they could peep into the
ing by heart. He never calls a slice of | hamber. There they saw a litle grey
Stilton “a cheese.” man sitting at a table, and they called to

He is impartial in the distribution of the | higy, again and again ; but he did not hear.
“paper,” and gives the middle sheet inva- | A¢ Jagt they called a third time; then he
riably to hitn who has ealen the most din- got up from his seat and came out. He
pers in the house. He shows no favor, | 4id pot speak a word, but tesk thea by the
either, with the evening papess, but awards | hand, and led them to a table covered with
them first 10 those who are drinking wine, | 4j] sorts of good things. And when they
to the spirits next, whilst to the beer he|ynad eaten and drunk their fill, he took ench
gi‘-“ the S“PPI'-"“""‘ of )'enerdn)"s Times. oue 10 his own llt‘ePinS soom.

His shoes are perfect fellows, with 2'15‘“ The next mormung the little man came
heels, and the strings are carefully tied; and | o the eldest brother, beckoned to him, and
his handkerchiel so white, it would do|fed ki 10 a stonetable, whereon were
credit to a pet person in the heart of Bel- | wriqten three tasks, by which the castle
gravia. e bas “everything in the house | ,ich: be disenchanted. The first was as
ull you cross examine him, when the | llows, “In the wood beneath the moss lie
“everything” sinks down to a “nice chop lhid the pearls of the king's daughter, a
or tender steak, Sir.”  The joint is always | housand in sumber . these must be sought;
in “very good cut,” and has only been up|and if at sunset a single one is missing, be
these two minutes, He is mote for a pen- | who searched shall be turned to stone.”
uy, says “Thauk ye, Sir,” for twopence, | The eldest of the brothers sallied forth, and
and helps on your coat for every thing above | Jooked about all day long for the peasls;
it. Politics bave no charm for him, aud | byt when evening came he had not found
he never looks et a paper, excepting when | nore than an hundred; so it came to pass
he is waiting for the last customer, and is |, was written on the table, and he was
tired of killing flies. The oaly news that | yyrned into stone.  On the following day,
mterest him are the “Want Places,” and | the second brother underwok the task ; but
the pictures. Heo is goodhumored, and|pe had not much better luck than the eld-
laughs at any joke, even those of & Fast | ogt, for he found only two hundred pearls,
Man. A stranger in his vocabulary is 8|and so he was changed to stone. At last
“party.” He talks of persons according 10 came Dummling's win. He searched and
the boxes they sit in, and cuts down all | cearched about in the moss, but, slas! the
gentlemen to “gents.” lHe is not mean | pensls were hard to find, and the work went
with his mustard or vinegar cruets, and does llowly on. Then he sat down upon a
not hide them in a dark comer He car | yone and began to cry. And whilst he
ries a lofty pillar, quite a falling-tower, o} was sitting thus, up came the antking,
plates, without dropping any thing out of | yioee life he had saved, with a troop of
them, and does not spill the gravy down an | five thousand ants, and in a very short
old gentleman’s neck. If any thing 8} ime the little creatures bad found all the

done to rags, or 1o a cinder, or under-done, Is and dragged them together in a
or not done at all—=if the panch is as weak [::;,s ; ’
Now the second task wes, to fetch the

as water, or there’s too much sugar in it, or
key of the princess’s chamber from the bot-

it's as sour as a pew-opener, he bears it all
with unruffled meekness, and only begins| = = 58 TG O Dumenling came o
the lake, the ducks, which he had before

wiping down the table with his napkin, 1
saved, came switnming up (o bim, dived t0

the wine is 100 old, or o0 young, or o

fruity, or too tawny, his waiter's fine in.
stinct tells him at once what the gentleman ::.erdbol::fl'bz"d fequni:h u:: :!:Zt The
will like. and he rushes out furiously in o ‘ﬁ s m"‘,""“ - ' “‘m °?‘;
waiter’s gallop to get it, and returns with z . cd)otmgeﬂ fa’ hig Rw
something that elicits, “Ah! that's just the h“" ’l"'el“"l'lg ‘“S‘I"":,: “nwndk'ms- .
thing.” However, as a general rule, the :“? :!erre i A I e -~ ‘t”
sort has never been less than ten years in - ”f m mm“(;:: “lhe i; elxcepl ‘:}“’ﬁ*
'!Olt]e. The cigars, 100, are imported direct - g ; pl'deu, - u:n e
from Havennah, and cost us full 32s. af*™ "™ il s I m&‘; sager, the
pound, Sir. We do not clear a farthing aecom:_ a little treac c:r youngest o
by them, Sir. spoonful of honey. hen came the queen.
The Model Waiter very seldom has » bee, which Dummling had saved from the
fice, and tasted the lips of all the three; m
last she settled upon the lips of the one who

holliday. If he does, it is 10 see some
other waiter, or t0 assist a friend at some had eaten the honey, and thus the king’s
son knew the right princess. Then the

frwd dinner in & nobleman’s family. His
g spell was broken ; all were awakened cat

fe vibrates between the kitchen and the
arlor, and he never sits down from morn-
ng i dong o midgh - He s 4 1o 2 e who b, boce honed
S SIOG AQURMSERER B oud chorus of Dummling married the youngest and best

deughter, and became king after her father’s

“We won't go howe till moming '™ wakes
him Up. l”dheolﬁcmlﬂ m his heart the lk‘!lh blll hi! two b‘om Mfd lbl.'
two other sisters,

monster who ever com that it
must have been some l::fch. he'?:smm.
who owed a long score to an unfortunate
waiter, who had sued him for it. He makes
a faint effort o twrn off the gas, but is re.
rllncl with an unanimous call for “more

idneys.” It is not wouderful, therefore,
if in the moming he yawns over the knives
and forks, and several involuntary
tears whilst replenishing the mustard.pot.

After wearing out innumerable pairs of
shoes, a Testimonial is got up for the Mode!
Waiter by the “Gents of his Room,” and
they present him with a full-length portrai
of himsell, “as a slight token of their warm
appreciation of his unfailing civility, cheer-
ful demeanor, and uniform: sttention during
a terw of forty years.” This testimonial
represents him in the act of drawing the
cork of one of the ten years’ bottles of
port for a party of gentlemen who are siuti
in & box in the corner of the picture,
who are portraits of Mesars. Brown, Robin.
son, nd Swith, three of the oldest chop
eaters of the house ! 1t is hung in a glitter-
ing frame over the mantelpiece of the roown,
in and out of which he has been running :
for the st forty years, and becomes.the | [0V PRSI, W Chem: thee o womete o
property of the esablishment, thete being| or i oue times whom he bad not tranalaied
a special clause let in the frame, that it is in “Sejanus”’ and ~Cataline.” But he has
never (o be removed from the room. _The] done bis robbeties 30 opa':t‘y. that one may
Model W""‘-"""‘.’“"";'"“P"““S 81 see he fears not to be land.by any law.
little fortme of pemnics during his long ca-| 1y ‘invades suthors ike a monarch; and
reer of cb;h? mdh;:hl—hia only extrava. :

in, the i of his] . - . - -

s 0y B Bul'i:.hmggim. o'uryhl Victiney dovc ey Kiah.tho- gpails of hve

UBaracier of Ben Jonsen,

As for Jovson, if we leok upon him
while he was himself, (for his last plays
were but his dotages) | think him the most
learned and jodicious writer which any the-
atre ever had. He was a most severe jodge
of himself, as well as others. One cannot
say he waated wit, but rather that he was
frugal of it. In his works yon find little o
retrench or alter. Wit and language and
humor also, in some measure, we had before
him; but something of art was wanting to
the drama, till he came. He managed his
strength o more advantage than sny who

eceded him. You seldom find him ma.
ing love inany of his scenes, or endeavor.
i:?ln move the passions; his genius was 100
len and ssturnine to do it gracefully, es-
pecially when be knew he came after those
who had performed both to such a height.
Humor wes his proper sphere; and in that
he deli nost to represent mechanic
people. He was deeply conversant in the
ancients, both Greek and Latin, and he bor.

- rites, ceremonies and customs,
E‘nr:;ar.mhu‘ryoldlse. the business olu;air mlmvﬁmﬁmum:{gs:
ey “d'h. . . we had seen less of it than in him.
ty barmaid llumfe,mddiu_mllm there was any fault in his
2""509“5”“ fined for keoping open|: oy that he weaved it too closel and
olf a minute afier twelve on a boriously, in his comedies ¢
gsgw;:"m'g}mgmoq *| haps, 100, he did a little too much
g e Ao vine service. His| ;. our tongue, leaving the words which he
portrait still hangs over the mantelpiece as 2
a moral public-house sign 10 all future wait.
ers, that, o become landiords, they comm.
onlyl‘tknpmﬁewﬂlonuﬂwm.— ply with the idiom of oura, lll'r"mkl

———

Hﬂh&dn-ab-uh-g‘ in zeal for his
lies

their hearts together.—J. Taylor.
Avarice, r laborate writing;
The character of covetousness is what a s - T
man generally maore through some
niggardliness or ill grace in fittle and in- he
considerable things, in expenses of any | “Discoveries,”” we have a8 many and
consequence. A very few pounds o yea |
mld_ ease that wan of the scandel of av.
atice,

H.
£

i
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“And 1 will watoh

A rose-like shadow :

Dissoiving inte ,:.:;“."_"""

A something in that angel
Secmed s 1o the .,,;? o

The mortal and immostal
Reflocting each were m.:i

'nlo.uﬂhly and the lpun..f

~ With death’s pale fuce betwery

Hh.nma love, what streaguy ik things
From thee those prayersarige =

Which, sutering iule ArRd e,

Diaw angels from the skies

The dawn looked through |
" A Iinlry::. of .lsmhm tuly,
nd sadder wed the curtaineg
The still and sickly room. = T
“My daaghter’—art thoa there, my o
01, haste thee, love, come M'I. ¥ Tk
That | may see once mors thy fu,
And biess thee, ere | die’ ’

“If ever 1 were harsh to thee,
Forgive me now,” she crieq
“God knows my heart, | loved thee
When most | seemed (o chide Rt
Now bend and kiss thy mothery |,
And for her spirit pray '™ -

The¢ yasel bissed ber; apad her say)
Passed blissfully away !

A sudden start!—what dream,
The slumbering girl alarms e vy
She wakes—she sovs hier mother Gead
h\\'ll:’:n the angel's arms’—
She wakes—ahe springs with wild
Buat nething thtn- f:wn o
L',\l'rpl her mother’s sweet Jesd faco—
Her cwn convulsive tears.

Fomale Excrcine nud LT
Extrac: of & Letter isom birses G oorpne

Apropos of 0ul-door exercises and sume
ments, | see that many piopes people
the press, are being cruelly shocked o
making much ado about the s iy g,
costuine which Mis. Fanoy Butler s ey
ed to assume for her MOrMING rmgdle
through the dells and over the bk,
Massachusetts. Now, it & wy Opsag
that the present fashion of l-l'ln.';l'e ditns »
the cause of =0 many of us Faing 1o ud
that catdoor exercise which s s By
ly essential 10 vigocous beelth.  Fug e,
try walks and climbs, nothing could be o
annoyingly wcenvenient dud uones o
long dresses, light skirts, thin wboes o
fancy bennets,

This is surely not a right state of thy
and I for ome would advoeate a ru;_
most serously and carnestly. Wy uigh
nol we adopt a8 costume sormewhat bie e
bathing-diess we wear on the senshop—
loose Turksh trowsers, a tunie or b, ,
black belt, and bLroad-brimmed striw ha
with the addition of thick boots 3nd s figh
cane. ‘This, with a tasieful choice of s
mlﬂ]. lﬂlsbl L m & VeIV pagoanie,
picturesque and page-like cosmie, wih
out infringing greatly on the reserved
rights of the other sex. And then lek &
its infinite advantages over our useal dres,
in clambering over rocks, lollowing o
trout-sireams, making way throogh the,
forests and over marshy places, or 1o s
ving the sun in the meadows,

.\Iedu*al men have ag.nu and AT e
cided that rEgu]ll' exercise m the opes 3
3 0'. mlll{ujdu‘ leneid (v woman— s 8
solutely necessary to her physical weide
mg. It is our keeping ourselves mewel
up in close rooms, with o much domess
care and labor en hands, which s pueg
Lo Our COURUY an entire generalion of pik
complaiming, nervous, or © use the worl
of a plan old friend, *fidgity” women
Itis this Mobammedan retement, st
feminine shrnking from the bold wd
healthful exercises of their Englst sister
which renders the beauty of far Awe
cans so proverbally ephencral

Beauty is no fragile, rouge! and jov
dered ball-room belle; but a wild, blow
ing, vigirous nymph of the moustamy-
bounding, sparkiing *Undine, amud groe
deu! and (!nshing 'Jlﬂfaiﬂ-. Her ¢
flashes not back the garish bnlhases o
the gay saloon, but warm sunshive
clear starhght; and her voice is nol 100 ¥
the harp and guitar, but sings wub o=
wild-bind and laughs with the nvuie—
Hebe Lersell was 0o luvunious baboat o
a marble palace, with silken couches o
velvet carpets—but reclined benesh e
shade and danced amid the dews and wors
ing splendors of the sacred mountas ¢
the gods. The Muses and Graces nere s
young ladies of rural propensbe 2
most unrefined habits. Diana was 2 res
lar Die Vemmop—Minerva was grees =
well as blue, and even Aphrodie we s
wild, ungoverned, owtre hallsavage o
ture, with nothing but her beauty lor ba

into polite society.

But w0 drop our classics—Finny Betr
is not alone in donning masculine habd
ments- | am told that a young and lovels

ter of one of the present Scoi~
Eatls, is in the habit of accompanywg ¥
father in his summer expedivons Amil
the Highlands, attired in a comple spo>
man’s or Wunss suil, the only dress wes
able in that wikl, rongh region,

If Mirs, Butler, seeiug the necesdy ¥
such a eostume, for such a ]nupnm.; .“""l
courage to it, | honor her, thouts
may not have the spirit 10 enulaie ber.
confess that [ am not yet brave enough ¥
breast the tide of popular prejudice for 8o
but a great object—io repdes mysell 3
mous by an owfre, even h it be ame
itorious line of conduct, Sull, o wie
duce any reform in dress as inwmens
some one must submit to a kind of ¥
martyrdom.— Sat. Ev. Posi.

. —

pewterer is to his meighbors.  His dimcoer
s like the braying of a mortar, the woe
impertinent, the wore voluble sad lood. =
pestie makes more noise when it i i
on the sides of a mortar, than when ©
stamps downright and hits upon the b
ness. A dog that opems upon 8 W
scent will do it ofiener than one that nev
upon a right. He is as lost
as a ventiduct, that fills o fast &
a trade.wind, i
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